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	1. The Woods are Lovely, Dark and Deep

At the top of the mountain pass, the red glow from sun setting at their backs lit the trees ahead of them making the branches look suffused in fire.

"We should be fine to push on to the lake before we lose the light." Cullen said, his eyes scanning the path and trees. The warrior was always on guard. It was the first time either of them had spoken in several hours. He marveled at how instantly comfortable he was with her presence. Hope was sitting in front of him on the horse leaning back against his chest enjoying the sounds of birds and wind in the trees. It was good to be away from the bustle of the moving army.

The well-worn path followed the ridge for a while before it descended the other side of the Frostbacks, leaving the bone white bark of the gnarled mountain-top trees behind.

A slaty blue bird about the size of a thrush complained about their presence. Cullen smiled as he listened to Hope speaking to the creature. It chirped back at her as if he understood, "Do you have babies nearby da'ean? We won't trouble them. I promise."

As they dipped behind the peak the glare faded away, and the path flattened out, running straight and following just below the ridge. At last light they made it to their destination, a high mountain lake nestled amid red oaks, thin pines, and mountain laurel. The clearing nearby held a campsite frequently used by travelers and Inquisition forces.

Cullen had packed minimal gear in his saddle bags. A bedroll to share, weapons, and bare provisions. They were able to get most of it setup and start a fire in the abandoned pit before the light from rising moons began to glint off the still water. Their plan was to sleep overnight and by dawn they'd be fishing. She would smoke the fish as they caught it and when the rest of the forces caught up, there would be enough to supplement the meals of at least some of her friends.

"A lot of people came this way escaping the blight." Cullen chatted amicably. "It was overhunted for a time, displaced farmers tried to eke out a living here, but once the deer were depleted they couldn't make it work. The climate doesn't sustain crops well enough. They turned to banditry for a time, but they seem to have cleared out since the Inquisition started patrolling and using the path for supply. We should have good fishing in the morning though. Did I ever bring you this way before?"

"No, this was my first time through the pass. I've taken the faster sea route before, and the Imperial Highway, but not this one. The views were breathtaking. I hope you don't mind that I didn't talk much. It was just so peaceful watching it all go by."

"Oh, I'm glad you didn't talk," he quickly affirmed.

She covered her mouth as she tried stifle the giggles his declaration elicited.

"Wait. That wasn't what I meant." He let out an aggravated rumble. "I meant that I enjoyed the peace as well."

"Ah yes, Cullen's favorite thing, the exquisite peace of me, not talking…," she threw a bundle of cotton tinder from the fire kit at his nose, hitting a bullseye.

"No, the… Oh Maker. You need a spanking," he broke to chase her around the fire for a moment, quickly giving up when she eluded him. He finally settled heavily on a log.

"You never could catch me when you said I needed a spanking. I'm not sure if I'm that agile or your heart was never really in it."

"Could be a bit of both," he laughed as he tended the fire. "For what types of things did I threaten to spank you?"

"There were a few. Let's see," she pondered. "What were the most memorable moments. One was an incident with some frogs and a visiting dignitary from Tevinter. Though the only time I really deserved it was when I spiked the Chantry chancellor's punch."

He chuckled before could stop himself, then narrowed his eyes at her. "Minx."

Rummaging through their pack he reported on their provisions for supper. "We've got flat-bread, a bit of jerky, and a couple of Orleasian apples. If you want more I could try to scare up a rabbit. Might be hard to pull off this late."

"This will be plenty. Let's just sit tonight."

He agreed, passed her some of the food, and the comfortable quiet returned.

"I guess it would be too much to ask for there to be a chess set in your pack."

"I'm afraid not. It was hard enough pairing things down to get two of us and gear on one horse. I am enjoying hearing your memories. Could I trouble you for more? Do you remember your first hunt, for instance?" he asked.

"I'm not sure I remember the first. I remember the first kill. I was with you and _Mamae_ and _Papae_. We were in a forest near South Reach not too far from Mia. She kept my brothers while we were out. They got along great with her younger kids."

Cullen was surprised yet again to hear her speak of his sister. He would have to introduce them to make sure that was another memory remade. "_Papae_ was reading and _Mamae_ was smoking fish from the day before. You always said that one forgets if they have always seen her as the Inquisitor, that she was once a First who learned to handle the needs of a clan. That's never more apparent than on the rare occasions when she starts to cook. She can't do four sandwiches. It's 250 smoked fish or nothing."

"We had to move away from her to hunt because the positively mouthwatering smell would scare off the game. I wish I had some of her herbs to use on the fish tomorrow. I… huh…"

"Ha! I just realized. You were giving them time alone. There was this look between you and _Papae_ and you said you would call out when we were returning. They probably had trouble finding time together when they wouldn't be interrupted. That was just as she was starting to get sick. They must have known by then their time was limited. That was sweet of you, him… it doesn't matter."

"Anyway, we climbed a tree with heavy branches and built a nest. Your sister sent cookies with us, and I remember the taste of them like it was yesterday. They were bright lemon creams that melted in your mouth. It was fall and the light through the changing trees was a dappled sable color. You were picking on me. Said I'd spend the whole day eating cookies and we wouldn't get any game. I think you were trying to distract me because I was anxious about my bow-work."

"I had been having trouble with long distance shots and everyone, but EVERYONE had an opinion about how to fix it. Sera was trying to get me to chew gum."

She imitated Sera's voice almost perfectly, "It's chew, look, chew look, bite down and Pop! No, no, no, when you hold it all, like for the bite down, that's when you get your still."

Cullen tilted his head back laughing. "It hurts me a little that I think I know what she was trying to tell you."

"I do too. Now. Made no sense then."

"Then, Aunt Leiliana took over and had me doing crazy meditation and breathing practices. Her voice took on the spymaster's cultured accent, "It's all about the diaphragm." Uncle Varric was in Kirkwall at the time, but he was consulted. I got long, expressive letters from him about it. He was certain that I needed to just forget the long shot and go for multis."

"Uncle Zev was sure the way the LeiLei had me breathing was wrong and the way he wanted me to breath was right. Of course, I can't even repeat to you the way he described it. You got angry with him a few times about the way he described things to me. You threw him across the quad once when you heard him telling me about guiding a horse with my knees… well, that's a story for another time. Anyway, his every description related it to breathing while having sex or kissing. He'd try to stop himself, not because he had the least inhibitions, but because he didn't want you tossing him again, as well as the fact that the reference was lost on me. I hadn't had sex or kissed and was clueless. His other analogies were so painfully not useful and comical. It was hilarious. Poor Uncle Zev."

"They even talked about sending me to Prince Sebastian of Starkhaven, and Uncle Varric went slightly mad about that. He showed up at Skyhold as soon as he heard to rant about it in person. It was a good visit."

Cullen listened with interest enjoying her animated description of her tutors and the way she put her depth of feeling into everything she did. She flushed as she mentioned that Zevran had talked about sex, and he struggled to tamp down any reaction of his own.

"Anyway, we were on the platform and I was finally ready to try to get a shot and practicing my breathing and NOT eating cookies, thank you very much. I kept trying to get the pattern right but every single time I'd gasp just before the release and either bump the shot or scare the game. You lay down with me on the platform and talked me through it. You had that low smooth tone that you use on young horses when you are helping break them."

"There's a little magic to that tone of voice, I think. It must come from the Templar training, but I did what you said and I stilled my breath. You told me to listen for his heartbeat, and I did, and I swear I could hear it, or maybe it was yours or mine. But whatever it was, it was thrumming through me. He was a pretty thing, no more than a forkhorn, and I got him in one shot. He didn't suffer at all. You were patient with me, but, oh, man, I cried like a baby, cast a bunch of healing spells on him, and kept telling him I was sorry."

"I tried to cheese my way out of the dressing him but you wouldn't let me. I remember him hanging by his rack while you taught me what to do. It was a beautiful day. Crisp blue endless sky. The sunlight of Harvestmere was like a waterfall cascading through the red and yellow leaves. The world was dappled gold, like your eyes…," she tried to stop herself from saying the word then blushed, covering her mouth with her hand. "I don't know why I said that. Sorry. Suffice to say, the day was eerily beautiful, and very messy, I've never been so ready for a bath than after that."

"Oh, speaking of which," she grimaced. "Is it safe enough for me to go for a quick swim before bed? I'd like to get the grime off. Would you mind?"

"Oh," he was surprised by the request. "Go ahead. Don't go too far in. I'll keep my back turned for your privacy."

He sat with his knee pulled up to his chest listening to her splash.

"What about your first hunting story?" she called from the water.

"That's not fair, you didn't tell me a hunting story. You told me your first cookie eating story. I should get to tell that instead. Let's see – my favorite cookies were some sugar cookies we had one year for Satinalia. I remember the dusting of cinna…"

"Cullen," she said in mock aggravation. "You know I'd hate to splash you so much that you get those lovely clothes of yours wet."

"And I'd hate to have to spank you in your current state of undress. It would probably sting quite a bit."

The splashing stopped abruptly, and he almost turned to look, but then she spoke, "Fine. No splashing."

Then she was out of the water and he could hear her close behind him drying off with her teeth chattering. She pulled the bedroll closer to him and lay down snuggling under the covers.

"Are you going to insist on setting watches?"

"I am. If someone hurries and sleeps instead of talking about cookies, we'll both get about seven hours."

She snuggled into the bedroll and lay on her back looking up at the night sky. The stars were out with abundant acuity, sparkling everywhere she looked.

"Today has been a very good new memory. Thank you, Cullen. _On Nydha_."

"You're welcome. Sleep, kitten. Talk tomorrow."

He watched her drift off to sleep with a soft smile hinting at the corners of her lips. He woke her for her watch with a warm hand on her shoulder. She took her watch as planned and watched the dawn break after scooting next to him. If she whispered secrets to him while he slept and ran her fingers through his curls, there was no one to know but her.

* * *

><p><strong>Notes:<strong>

**Italics indicate words are thoughts or are spoken in Elvhen.**

**Mamae: Mama**  
><strong>Papae: Papa<strong>  
><strong>On Nydha: Good Night<strong>


	2. In a Wide Sea of Eyes, Ones I Recognize

_Chronologically comes after Chapter 31 in Cast Me Gently Into Morning_

* * *

><p>Hope got up for the table as the hand Wicked Grace ended. Josephine had barely beaten out her father. "I'm grabbing another drink; can I get one for anyone else?"<p>

"Two for me princess." The Iron Bull called. "And only one more for Dorian. My Vint here still can't hold his liquor."

"I am sure that your ability to hold your liquor has nothing to do with sheer body mass." Dorian rolled his eyes.

"I've had enough," Sera hiccupped.

Ellana laughed, "And you recognized that on your own _**before**_ we had to pull you out from under the table? Miracles are real!"

"A shot of liqueur, if you would, _emma'lath_. The one with the chocolate flavor. The bartender knows which I like." Her father told her softly like it was a secret.

Cole paced near the table as she walked away. "My birthday and he is here. Soft blonde curls, golden-amber eyes, liquid honey. My heart beats faster when he smiles. He pulls me up in front of him on his horse. I love the way he smells, sandalwood and leather, Warmth of his chest beneath my cheek. Why was I made so late?"

"Weirdo's doing that thing again." Sera stated. "Wonder who he's reading now. Bet it's that Bard. She's gotta be a wild'un when no un's lookin'"

"Sweet Sixteen and never been kissed. I want him to be my first kiss, but he doesn't look at me. Avoids me on the practice field. I wish _Mamae_ were here. _Papae_ says I am too young to go to the ball."

Ellana sat up straighter looking around, "I have a bad feeling about this." She glanced nervously at Cullen who was watching Cole, ears perked with interest.

"Silver braids in my hair. Bee's dress. Climbing down the trellis. He doesn't recognize me behind the mask. Taller in LeiLei's shoes. Holds me like a woman and leads me out to dance. And dance. And dance. Heaven in his arms. His lips almost to mine. He pulls back. Hope, he says. Maker's Breath, Kitten. What did I almost do? I am flattered to be the object of your first crush, but I cannot act on this. It would be a betrayal of the trust your parents have in me. You are far too young and I am far too old. You must turn your interest to a boy your own age. Please, Maker help me, do not toy with me like this again."

"Cole! Please. Stop." Ellana hissed. "She'll be so embarrassed if she hears you. _Sathan_. All of you. Speak no more of this."

"A soft floral scent, reminiscent of her mother, but different. Mine. I could find peace and more with her at my side." Cole continued.

Cullen stood abruptly slamming his hand down on the table, scattering the cards. After glaring at everyone, he began pacing hastily back and forth, away from the table.

"Cole!" Ellana's voice was sharper now. The boy snapped out of his trance. "I was trying to help. There is so much longing. It hurts them both."

"What is happening?" Solas asked distressed. "No. This is not happening. I forbid this. She should seek an Elvhen man to love."

Cullen made a frustrated growling noise and stomped away to the other side of the Tavern.

"Why should she love an Elvhen man?" Morrigan interjected. "Do you have some sad misguided wish to keep bloodlines pure?"

Solas looked horrified at the idea. His expression was devastated when he looked around and realized the others assumed the same thing. "Why would you think something so awful of me? I would not breed the young ones like the Dalish Keepers. His race is not the point. He will die before her. She will hurt. I won't have it."

He switched to Elvhen speaking to Ellana, "_She will be thousands of years without him after he dies. The pain of loss will break her, age her. I've had little time to keep her safe in childhood, and I would not see her hurt. Ever._"

"There's something you need to learn about escaped horses and barn doors, son," Thom Ranier offered a folksy homily. "Those two look at each other in the sparring ring sometimes, and I think all the hay in the Master Dennet's storage is gonna catch fire."

Hope returned from the bar with a tray of drinks and a contented smile on her face to find everyone quiet and looking at her. "What… just… happened?" she asked, stilted. "Why are you all staring at me like that?"

Cullen returned and carefully took the drinks from her putting them on the table. He looked down at her, concern furrowing his brow. "You don't want to know. Take a walk with me." He offered her his hand.

She looked at Cullen perplexed, watching his face as she tentatively slipped her hand into his.

"Nothing for you to worry about, Princess." Dorian tried to distract her. "Bring me that beer and let's deal the next hand. I hear Varric has a new story about…"

Sera interrupted. "Weirdo, read you, princess. Told everyones how you've been wantin' to bump bits with Curly."

"Sera! That was completely unnecessary and not what Cole said, at all." Ellana corrected her sternly.

"Lookit not right everyone hear and not tell her. Snot fair, is all. She has a right of it."

"It does not matter." Solas said in his best "let's be reasonable" voice. "As I said before, I forbid it and that is the..."

Hope snapped her gaze to her father bringing him up short. Her tone was soft, imploring as she interrupted him. "_Papae_," she said with a slight tilt of her head.

Solas looked into her eyes and blinked once slowly.

"I misspoke. You have my sincerest blessing to have a relationship with whomever you wish, _ensenal,_ _ma'emma'lath_."

The table burst into laughter at his easy capitulation then sobered quickly when they noticed neither Hope nor Solas were laughing.

She spoke quietly, "Thank you, _Papae_, but it doesn't matter." She glanced at Cullen, forlorn, slipping her hand from his. "He doesn't see me that way. I'm handy squire. I'm a good partner for hunting and fishing and sparring. I will always be the child of his friend. Nothing else." She sighed heavily meeting Cullen's gaze directly. "I think I will take that walk, but I would prefer to be alone." Her earlier smiles forgotten. She turned calmly and headed for the door.

All eyes turned to Cullen who plumped down at the table and buried his face in his hands. He looked pale and shocked when he raised his eyes again. Varric spoke as they heard the tavern door slam shut behind her. "Listen, Curly, and I mean this sincerely. If you don't get up and follow that woman, you will not only regret it the rest of your life, I'm going to kick your ass."

"I..." Cullen rubbed his hand awkwardly along the back of his neck. "Flames, I know. I just don't know what to say to her. She seemed interested and then not. Unless we are in a sparring ring she is like a skittish colt, all long legs and big eyes, backing away from me every time I get within two feet of her." His intense blush returned creeping up from his collar and extending to the tips of his ears.

"Virgins," The Iron Bull diagnosed the problem. "They get like that. It's why I avoid them."

Cullen blanched, "I didn't know… she's… Flames! I guess she would be." His voice roared, "That isn't appropriate to discuss. I… Maker… She is so very young." He rubbed the back of his neck with his hand.

"The effective age between you is ten years. That is not so great a span," Solas conceded.

Ellana appeared to polish her fingernails, "Good answer, _Ha'hren_."

"Age should not be a consideration if you fit together." Dorian stated.

The Iron Bull snorted, "I bet Cullen could make her fit just fine."

"Bull," Ellana chided, "I can't hear that, Bull. Please, just…"

"Not like that, you ass." Dorian glowered, pushing ineffectively at Bull's shoulder. "That wasn't what I meant."

"It isn't age. It is whether or not I played a familial role in her life," Cullen worried. "If I did, it would never be appropriate."

"Cole said she was sixteen and there was a ball," Varric pondered. "You were angry with her ingénue tricks. In her timeline, you died protecting her a month after a fancy ball. It's probably the same one. You were probably still in a snit when it happened. That's a heavy burden on a kid. Hard to put down. Would have been difficult for you to be familial when you'd been dead eight years, though I wish my family would give it a try."

"I have never heard her call you 'Uncle Cullen.' Have you?" Dorian asked. "You can hear it in her speech when one of us had a more familial role in raising her. I am Uncle Door, which makes sense. I adore babies. Baby smell is the best thing in the world. I wouldn't have been able to stay away from her, but you, don't seem the baby type."

"I have never held a baby," Cullen agreed.

"Then you probably never held that one," Dorian continued. "There are also Aunts Bee, LeiLei, Jojo, and Cass. Names she said often when she was very little were shortened. She grew up with a dying or dead mother. Her father was very much present. She would not need you. She needed the Aunts, and I needed her. If it were myself or the mysterious Uncle Zev making a play for her, we would need to break out the pitchforks. But I don't believe her relationship with you was ever familial."

"You weren't _Mamae's_ friend, first. You were Cole's friend." Cole said proudly, trying to be helpful. "I was your wing man, like Bull taught me. You and I were in the tavern, meeting babes."

"Oh kid… no… wait… when I said meeting babes in the tavern… I meant…"

"Bull! Later, this is not the time." Ellana buried her face in her hands.

"I heard this story," Morrigan mused. "Quite amusing actually, but also instructive. Cole is a spirit of the fade. It matters that her first introduction to you was shaped by Cole's intent. She speaks of both you and Cole as a peer. Sera and myself as well. Ranier is a family friend but not an Uncle. While she seems to have a strong sisterly attachment to Kieran, she has never called me Aunt Morrigan."

"Here's an idea," Morrigan continued with her patented sarcastic drawl. "You might consider asking her what role you filled rather than rely on the discernment of the patriarchy after they have debated the matter in a tavern."

"Do you feel complete with her, Cullen? Do you feel content?" Dorian asked.

"I do. She makes me laugh. The edge from the lyrium withdrawal always fades when she's around. Being with her, I feel at home… and Maker's Breath, I've never seen anyone so beautiful. I've been holding back. I didn't think any of you would approve. I didn't know it was what she wanted. Is it alright? If she doesn't consider me an Uncle, do I have your leave to court her?" he looked from Ellana to Solas and back again.

"Is this a human thing? We do not own her, Cullen." Solas frowned. "She is a woman grown. It is her agreement that you need."

"Five minutes ago he was forbidding it and now asking for permission is a human thing," Ranier snorted.

"I was impulsive and misspoke, earlier," Solas glowered at Ranier.

"And still I ask for your leave." Cullen ignored the Grey Warden looking pointedly at Solas, "May I court your daughter?"

"Yes." Ellana answered quickly. "Cullen, you have my blessing. Go." She shooed him toward the door with her hands.

Solas hesitated looking to Ellana and then fixing his gaze on Cullen, "May the Dread Wolf never have need to catch your scent, Commander. If you hurt her unnecessarily, I assure you, the outcome would be - most - unpleasant."

"I… uh... Was that a yes?" Cullen looked wary as Solas rumbled a low growl.

"It was a 'Yes', Cullen. Go!" Ellana insisted.

The Commander started for the door but turned back, "It's dark. Any idea where she would go?"

"I doubt she went back to her room. She said she was going to walk. The battlements maybe," Ellana offered, wincing at the quick look that drew from Solas. "Have you met her anywhere else before?"

Cole chimed in adopting his singsong voice. "She likes to sit on a big rock by the stream down the hill from the bridge. It is quiet and peaceful. Like her favorite garden in Arlathan where _Papae_ read her stories and _Mamae_ taught her chess. Golden leaves caught in eddies of the water remind her of his eyes. Your eyes, Commander. Your eyes are her Lion's eyes."

"Thank you, Cole" the Commander called as he disappeared out the door.

"Did I help?" Cole asked plaintively.

He beamed when Ellana smiled kindly at him, "I think… I think you did Cole. You may have helped a lot."

The commotion around the table settled. Drinks were passed around and Varric shuffled for the next hand calling out the lows and highs.

"_Fenedhis_," Solas buried his face in his hands. "I must have been a horrible father. I wonder if I ever told her 'No' about anything?"

"Solas." Morrigan surprised everyone when she spoke up, kindness in her tone. "I grew up without a father and am now raising a child without one as well. I've spent much time considering what makes a good one. Horrible fathers do not read to one in a garden and create memories a girl would want to build on with the man she loves. You both appear to have done an excellent job parenting her. I am sorry that you are denied the memory of it. She has become the truest gift in my son's life."

"You know, Chuckles." Varric drawled, his hands working the cards like an expert. "It just so happens that last week while we played Wicked Grace, I asked her if you ever said "No" to anything she wanted."

Solas quirked his eyebrow at him, "And?"

"She wanted to ride the bog unicorn." Varric informed him. "You said, 'No.'"

Solas seemed satisfied for a moment and then a crease gathered between his eyes.

"And do you know, by chance, Master Tethras," Solas carefully asked. "If she eventually rode the bog unicorn?"

Varric smirked and shrugged his shoulders, "Well, Chuckles, it seems you saddled it for her, yourself."

"I suspected as much."

The table burst into laughter. Ellana hugged his arm and leaned against him. "It's going to be okay, _Papae_. He's a good man."

"I know, _Vhen'an_." Solas leaned down to kiss the Inquisitor on the forehead. "I would have liked to remember her as a little girl. There is a mourning to it. This is all very, quick."

* * *

><p>It was a bright night with a full moon. He grabbed his unsaddled horse and rushed across the bridge to the woods. Dismounting, he made his way easily down the path leading the horse behind him. He could see now that she had taken time to light several veilfire torches in the clearing near the stream. They framed her there in a pool of light near the rushing water.<p>

He was so focused on what he would say to her that it took him by surprise to find she wasn't alone.

She gave Cullen a short wave from behind her back with her bound hands and rolled her eyes. "Of course you would come out and see this. I promise this just happened and is not some desperate bid for your attention."

It amused him that Hope managed to look vaguely bored as the assassin held a knife to her neck.

"Commander this is Bradford. Bradford, meet Commander Cullen, the leader of the Inquisition Forces. If you had the least sense, you'd be terrified to see him. He's a knight, you know. I hope you don't mind Commander; I was just finishing-up with Bradford's interrogation."

"Stay back!" The man shouted as he backed away from the Commander pointing his knife at Cullen and then pressing it back to Hope's neck. "I suggest you be a bit more contrite, bitch."

"Crow-hire?" Cullen asked in a battle-hardened voice that betrayed no emotion or adrenaline level.

She nodded. "Yes, actually. Though, I really expected more from them. He's here for Josephine. I guess you were already aware of that problem."

"We are," Cullen affirmed, scowling. His hand rested lightly on the hilt of his sword.

"What are you two on about? You acting like I'm not the one with the knife!" He pointed it at Cullen, "Get your hand away from that hilt," and then slammed Hope back against a tree trunk pressing the knife hard against her neck in a jerky unpracticed move. This time he drew a speck of blood.

"Ouch! Dammit. That thing better not be poisoned. Did you want to drop him or shall I?" Hope asked Cullen. Her voice betraying her growing aggravation.

"If you can do it in a way that leaves him available to Leilana, that would be best." His was preternaturally calm. "I know you are in no real danger but seeing his hands on you is quite upsetting for me. If I touch him, he is unlikely to live."

"Hmm…" she considered. "There isn't really enough room to cast with my hands in these ropes."

"You got that right knife-eared bitch. You won't be casting, and if you two don't shut up, I'm gonna cut that tongue of yours out."

She grinned brightly at Cullen. "You'll know the family secret now. The real reason _Papae_ eschews shoes." She executed a quick rune with the tips of her toes just under the feet of her captor, and the clueless assassin dropped like a rock.

* * *

><p><strong>Notes:<strong>

**Once again, many thanks for the positive reviews, favs, and follows. I'm always open to private messages, prompts, and suggestions.**

**Italics indicate words are thoughts or are spoken in Elvhen.**

**Emma'lath: My love.**  
><strong>Mamae: Mama.<strong>  
><strong>Papae: Papa.<strong>  
><strong>Sathan: Please.<strong>  
><strong>Ha'hren: Teacher, Elder, Old respected person, Wise person.<strong>  
><strong>Vhen'an: My heart, My home, Elvhen way of saying "I love you."<strong>

**If you are keeping up chronologically, I intend a total of five chapters before the story diverges back to Chapter 32 of the main story.**

**This one: In a Wide Sea of Eyes, Ones I Recognize - Wicked Grace in the Tavern **  
><strong>When Summer's in the Meadow<strong>  
><strong>As Long as Your Father Told You<strong>  
><strong>How Long Will I Love You<strong>  
><strong>I'll be here in Sunshine or in Shadow <strong>


	3. When Summer's in the Meadow

_Chronologically comes between Chapter 31 and Chapter 32 of Cast Me Gently Into Morning_

* * *

><p>Hope leaned back against the tree taking long, deep, steadying breaths, letting the adrenaline work out out of her system.<p>

"Tell me something," Cullen asked, awkwardly rubbing the back of his neck. "Do you think of me as your 'Uncle'?"

"You mean like Uncle Door and Uncle Zev? Of course not, I mean… I don't want to sound critical, but unless you were needed to keep someone from killing me, you weren't the most kid friendly of my parent's friends. Now Pups was a different story. I really should have called him Uncle Pups."

"Pups?"

"Your mabari," she quipped. Cullen rewarded her with a glowering scowl.

"I might have been naive. I was a teenager, but we had common interests. I thought of you as my friend, not just theirs," she was confused. "That was a question out of nowhere." She mimicked his accent, "I see a deadly Antivan Crow just tried to kidnap you. How very nice. Do you think of me as your Uncle? Shall we have some tea?"

"You know, I had a plan… and there wasn't an assassin," Cullen sighed frowning at the still sleeping Crow as he leaned on his hip. "You were sitting at water's edge, the moonlight was beautiful, and I knew just what to say."

She worried her lower lip with her teeth, not completely paying attention to his words. "Will this mean I can't come out here alone again?"

She looked around wistfully, "I liked this place."

He closed the distance between them standing inches away so that she was forced to tilt her head back to look up at his face. She could feel the heat from his body, and smell the warm scent of sandalwood and leather that she always associated with him. She was thankful that her hands were still bound safely behind her back, because she had an overwhelming urge to trace her hands over his chest. She didn't have the heart to feel him pull away, the way he always did before.

She tried to step back but it just pushed her further up against the tree. He was too close. She was going to humiliate herself again. It would be the masked ball when she was sixteen endlessly repeated.

"Look, Cullen," her face flushed red in embarrassment. "Whatever Cole said back at the tavern… you don't need to have the, 'You need to find someone your own age I don't think of you that way' speech with me again. I know it by heart."

She watched as his gaze slid purposefully down from meeting her eyes to focus on the gentle curve of her lips.

There was a flare of heat in his eyes as her tongue flicked out reflexively to wet them.

Her breath hitched, "Cullen, What… You… Did he cut my lip or something? You are looking at my mouth in… a very odd way," her voice trailed off to almost a whisper.

"So, I am," he said thoughtfully. "You are talking, and I am paying attention. You want me to pay attention don't you?"

"Well, yes, I mean… ah…" What she was going to say fled her mind as his pupils darkened and his gaze grew more intent. "Cullen?" she said his name with a soft whimper.

"I'll tell you a secret." He lowered his voice to a conspiratorial whisper, "I wasn't listening very well. My mind was busy trying to imagine how your lips taste."

"Oh…" her eyes went wide and she swallowed not finding any words.

He leaned past her brushing his nose against her ear. His voice was still a whisper, "Like honey, I think."

Her legs were instantly warm and unsteady, and her voice stumbled. She tried to project experience with a saucy comeback and a toss of her hair, sounding much more forward than she felt, "You could just taste them, and find out."

She felt his warm breath against her cheek, "I will," he said.

She inhaled sharply overwhelmed by the sudden feelings of desire rushing through her.

He pulled back, stepping away from her to check the rogue's pockets and divest him of any weapons. He found four that he tossed aside. In a rush, she let out a lungful of air she didn't realize she had been holding.

"How long will he be down?" he asked.

"Twenty minutes, at least," she was disconcerted by the return to business.

He nodded his head, "Good."

She frowned. "You missed one, I think. I felt it during the struggle. It's a little high on his right shin."

"Good catch." A soft smirk played across his lips when he looked back at her. She hadn't moved but still stared at him, shocked and confused. She tried to move her hands and seem surprised when she realized they were still bound.

"Cullen," she questioned her voice breaking. "You haven't untied my ropes yet."

"Hmm…" she could feel his eyes tracing over her looking up and down her body. They lingered on her breasts and she felt a warm stirring as his gaze lingered too long. "Yes. I am aware."

He stood up standing close again and brought his hand up to her face using a single finger to trace the edge of her jaw. He stopped at her chin, pressing his calloused thumb over her closed lips. They parted as she gasped sharply at his touch and her tongue flicked out to just barely brush the roughness of the pad. It was his turn to gasp. He tilted his head down bringing his mouth close enough that she could feel his breath fanning over her lips.

"The ropes have a certain titillating appeal, but we should save that for another time. I don't believe it is a good way to begin."

She raised an eyebrow at him and flushed deeply at his inference. "You're – You're really actually flirting with me."

"Decidedly, so." He nodded with mock solemnity.

He dropped his hands down to circle them around her waist and held her bound hands in his. He didn't immediately undo the ropes instead his thumbs made lazy circles over her pulse points. He smiled as he confirmed her heart was racing wildly. The action brought her chest flush against his, their lips a hair's breadth apart once more.

"Tell me, kitten. Were I to kiss you now," he asked. "Would it be your first kiss?"

He watched her pupils dilate. There was a spreading warmth within her and she felt the deepest part of her squeeze in an involuntary response. She blushed heavily and turned her head away staring into the forest. "Yes. It would," she admitted, unsure why she was so reluctant for him to know.

He chuckled low and deep. His voice near her ear again, "That explains why you seemed to come in close and then dance away. I thought you couldn't make up your mind. You weren't being fickle. You were scared."

He moved his mouth over her forehead, letting his lips barely graze the skin while she focused her gaze on her feet. He removed the ropes and stepped back allowing a safe space between them. A teasing sparkle in his eyes that she didn't see, "You killed the nightmare, solo, for Maker's sake. How am I scary compared to that?"

He reached forward using two fingers to push her chin up, tilting her face until her eyes met his again.

"I wasn't scared," she retorted defensively when she met his gaze.

He lifted an eyebrow at her.

"Fine. I was terrified. I haven't done anything like this before."

He looked at her seriously. "I will always keep you safe."

She nodded. "I know. You always did." He caught the loneliness then. There was a hollowness to her voice.

"You are twenty-four," he stated as if that would refute everything that had just been said.

She shrugged. "Amongst the humans there was a parade of Chantry boys infatuated with the idea of making the daughter of the Herald of Andraste their chaste bride before the maker."

"That sounds nauseating, and I'm Andrastian."

"Tell me about it." She wrinkled her nose, "Amongst the others, well, you may find this hard to believe, but many of the men I met as an adult found _Papae_ a little scary."

Cullen smiled wryly, "I can see that. I probably would, if I were more wise, but I've seen the ancient Elvhen God of dreadful things passed out from blood lotus and tied up naked."

They both laughed.

"If you would indulge me then," he added with a soft grin. "I'd like for this to happen somewhere that is not encumbered by the presence of a sleeping Crow."

Her voice was dreamy, rationalizing. She seemed mesmerized by his lips. "But, he's very quiet now. You won't even know he's here."

He glanced at the rogue who punctuated the point with a snuffling snore. "It just isn't what I had in mind." His eyes glittered and he reached out to tuck a stray strand of her hair behind her ear. "I worry, you see, that things might escalate to where I did, indeed, forget that he was here."

She grinned brightly at him, "You're really going to kiss me?"

"I am."

"Cullen," she used a false whisper like telling a friend a secret. "My legs feel like noodles."

"Maker's Breath," He leaned his head back and laughed. "You'll be the death of me."

He continued speaking to her as he securely tied the assassin and draped his still sleeping body unceremoniously over the rump of the horse. "I'm afraid I was in a rush to get to you and didn't grab a saddle. With me here to steady him, could you handle him bareback?"

"I… I could."

"Alright then." He turned to her kneeling and laced his fingers together to act as a stirrup. "I will boost you up."

She tilted her head looking at him on his knees in front of her and reached out to ruffle his hair instead.

"Could I just walk with you?" she asked. "The crow is a bit moldy smelling, and we aren't in a hurry."

"Certainly," he stood and gathered the horse's reins with one hand. She walked beside him without touching.

They started up the path side by side. "I keep forgetting that you don't remember things. You stood next to my father the first time I sat a horse. You two argued for three hours about the proper angle I should bend my knee."

"Really? I didn't think Solas knew much about horse riding."

"You said as much at the time, but with more bluster," she teased.

"So, who won the argument about your knees?" he asked.

"Aunt Cass."

His deep joyful laughter joined hers again as she described the antics of the Navarran taking over the horse-riding lesson and bossing both her father and the Commander around.

"In later years, Aunt LeiLei and Uncle Zev taught me tricks."

"I see. Then your horse riding skills would be best characterized as cartwheels off an unsaddled back while shooting accurately with a crossbow?"

"It's more of a backflip, really."

"And all that feigned helplessness on the return from Adamant," he mimicked her voice with a falsetto and mimed as if fanning himself through the vapors, "'I'm not sure I can control the roan mare. She's much too much horse for me.'"

"I really liked leaning back against your chest."

The sound of their laughter faded away to a companionable silence that neither felt the need to fill.

He leaned down to her whispering in her ear, "Could I hold your hand, my lady?" His nose brushing against the sensitive part of her ear, making her gasp. She was thankful he couldn't see how dark she blushed in the moonlight. She slipped her hand in his to answer, weaving their fingers together, loving the feel of her small hand encircled by his great lion paw.

"This is nice," she said with a grin. "Just you and me, walking in the moonlight, with an assassin trussed up and draped over your horse. You really know how to show a girl a good time, Commander."

* * *
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	4. As Long as Your Father Told You

_Chronologically comes between Chapter 31 and Chapter 32 of Cast Me Gently Into Morning_

* * *

><p>Alarms were raised as Cullen and Hope crossed the bridge and guards saw the extra body draped across the horse. The Commander tried to keep her close but there was a flurry of people asking questions and fussing over her. Her mother noticed the blood at her neck and swept her off somewhere. He was stuck getting the prisoner properly secured and checked in to the dungeon.<p>

Once he was free, he sought out Solas in his usual place in the rotunda, "I wanted to speak with you." Cullen cleared his throat awkwardly, "I am curious about Elvhen bonding."

There was a brief flutter of surprise across Solas' brow but he recovered quickly. "Of course. You specifically want to know about Elvhen bonding and not Dalish marriage?"

"Hope does not consider herself Dalish."

"Indeed, she does not." Solas smiled, indicating the couch, "Sit, please." He drew the chair from his desk and brought it over next to the couch. He settled in the seat, folded his hands in his lap, and proceeded to quietly watch the commander.

Cullen raised his eyebrow at Solas unsure of what to think of this reception. He cleared his throat. "Are there vows associated with Elvhen bonding? If so, could you write them down for me and perhaps bring them to the garden in about thirty minutes?" He winced when he heard how that sounded.

"You set an accelerated schedule. There is to be sex, I take it, and your Maker prefers vows before sex."

"I was Chantry raised."

"Would that your Maker had thought to leave specific instructions that such was unnecessary so much heartache might have been avoided. Limerence is a heady wine, Commander. It does not always ripen in to love. Perhaps you should get on with the sex, and the vows should wait for the love to be established."

Cullen didn't know what to say and Solas simply stared at him in a melancholy haze, lost in his own thoughts.

"With respect, I believe the love has already been established. I regret that you do not see it," The Commander finally replied after gathering his thoughts. "This wasn't an instant thing. We were four months on the road together, with her in my tent, where you put her, I might add. We have spent time together each day in the months since as platonic friends."

"I know. I am sorry. That was unkind of me. Forgive an over-protective Father. In my time, courtship alone might last longer than the fullness of your life." Solas dropped his gaze to his hands, and sighed. "Perhaps a few definitions would be in order first." Solas grimaced. "True Elvhen bonding is a biological process. It is a function of pheromones of both parties and their interaction with each other. Once properly bonded, the foundational nature of scent markers of the bonded Elvhen, changes. The process is irreversible. It only happens once, and it is not done in front of witnesses unless one is some sort of flagrant exhibitionist."

Cullen blushed beet red, "I… umm… Maker's breath. I didn't know."

Solas smirked. "I didn't expect you to. Among my people, there would be no need for a wedding ceremony. Anyone that met Ellana or myself would instantly know that we were part of a bonded pair."

Cullen shook his head in confusion. "How?"

"It is both a scent and an aura. The mana of the bonded couple connects through the fade. To someone who can see it, we are as intricate puzzle pieces that when brought together form one smooth and seamless entity."

"I can reach out now and feel her through our connection in the fade." He closed his eyes tilted his head, then a smile returned to brighten his face. "There. She feels me seeking her and senses my discomfort. She is worried something is wrong. She will come through that door as soon as she is free."

He let the link go, and his smile faded as he continued to speak. "This connection between us would be apparent to my people. Some of the more talented mages of this age can see it still. Qunari and many modern elves as well as many animals can smell it."

"So you and Ellana have officially bonded?"

"Yes."

"And here I thought you were afraid of long commitments and were just shacking up." Cullen quickly realized that Solas was not amused by this lighthearted comment and schooled his expression.

"Is that the way the humans see it?" Solas scowled. "This is something I should consider. It is not the impression I wish for our friends to have."

"Forgive me for not realizing the answer to my question would be this complicated. I have witnessed Elves marrying before. It seemed like Andrastian marriage with different words."

"Modern elves who interact frequently with human culture find it expedient and a way of building community. It makes them more like you, a part of the same social contract. It also heads off awkward, "Might I buy some time with your knife-ear" moments like we experienced in Halamshiral. What you've witnessed was not Elvhen bonding. They were hand-fasting ceremonies, what I would term 'Dalish marriage'."

"Do the Dalish bond in the same way the Elvhen do?"

"I am not intimately acquainted with the sexual habits of any in this age save my _falon'soata_, and her habits are not indicative as they were shaped by her relationship with me. Some Dalish appear to bond, after a fashion. They are capable of biologically doing so much younger than the ancient Elvhen, but I am certain that the lost connection to the fade makes it difficult to achieve completely for all but mage pairs. As their Keepers are usually the only mages permitted to marry another mage, the incidence of true bonding has become quite rare. Meanings of the term and the ability to recognize a bond's existence have atrophied like unused muscle."

His eyes were glassy now, threatening tears, "Much was lost when the veil was raised."

Ellana came through the doorway then, a look of worry creasing her brow quickly replaced by a bright smile once her eyes found Solas. Cullen allowed his latent Templar abilities loose to sense the scene and there it was, soft tendrils interweaving, soothing, curling around each other while they were still across the room and once she reached his side, it smoothed together and enveloped them both.

"Everything okay?" she asked, ever so gently.

"Sex talk. I am uncomfortable, but it is necessary, apparently." He huffed lightly to punctuate the sentence.

"Oh," she tried very hard not to laugh at his distress and avoided looking at Cullen. "Should I keep Hope distracted while you two finish up?"

"It would be best. You should know that Cullen is considering a surprise wedding in the garden within the hour. It remains to be seen if I will talk him out of it or not."

"Oh!" She looked at Cullen then. "Oh my! I'll let you two finish. I will approve whichever way it goes."

She kissed what Cullen now understood to be her husband on the temple and smoothed her hand over his bald pate. The soft Elvhen words she spoke to him made Solas relax, and the shared aura pulsed with blinding light. They held each other's gaze until she walked back out the doorway.

"Knowing to look, I could see it, then, with what is left of my Templar skills. It was… beautiful."

"Yes."

After a quiet lull, Solas took a deep breath before speaking. "With Hope's heritage, she will likely bond far later in life than did Ellana. Even if bonding is something you could accomplish, should you live long enough, and I honestly do not know if it is possible or not for a human, much less a non-magical human, I would ask you to consider whether or not it would be kind. She is young. Left to her own devices, she will outlive you by centuries. As it stands, she will not grow old with you, but truly bonded to you, she might well follow you in death from a broken heart."

Solas gave his words time to sink in.

"Another consideration," the mage cleared his throat awkwardly. "There may be an Elvhen man, one day, centuries hence. Do you want to keep her bound to you long after your bones are dust?"

"Maker, no, I would want her to move on and be happy. Centuries, you say?"

"If not millennia should the world stand. Yes."

"Does she know?"

"We have yet to discuss it in detail. My counter-part in the other timeline likely found these conversations awkward in the absence of her mother. Additionally, Hope was not born in the fade in that time-line so I am uncertain how much of this would have applied."

"In this timeline, as one born of the fade, I would not have expected her to reach a level of maturity to seek bonding until she was at least fifty. At this point in her life, an Elvhen man would not have asked her father this question. He might have begun the slow process of courtship or he would have just taken her to bed. They would have slacked their lust and parted friends when the limerence faded or perhaps revisited courtship at a later date."

"In my usual way, I seem to have failed to consider all possible variables." Solas tone was morose. "I did not account for the fact that there are currently no Elvhen men out and about in Thedas. She was fated to mate with a human, or a modern elf or even a dwarf or Qunari. I certainly did not intend to trap her in a solitary existence."

"Respectfully, I don't think you recognize how isolated she is." Cullen chastised. "She is twenty-four and still at this moment has never been kissed. While your concerns are valid, do you want her to be alone for centuries until the longed for Elvhen man appears?"

"Never been kissed? How is that possible?" Solas was surprised and affronted. "Is she terribly prudish? I didn't let Chantry sisters help me raise her there should have been no reason for her to abstain from such behavior. Were the two of you not just alone in the woods?"

"There was an Antivan Crow to deal with, and frankly, I didn't trust myself to stop." Cullen winced. "It wasn't prudishness. She related that in the past she was pursued by Chantry brothers enamored with the idea of making the daughter of the Herald of Andraste their chaste bride before the Maker. She also implied that there has been some difficulty finding a man who wasn't too afraid of you to be bold." Both men found themselves chuckling in spite of themselves. "I have to admit, you make me feel very young, foolish, and out of depth. It's disconcerting."

"Don't feel that way. No matter my age, this is my first child. I am as new at this as you." Solas sounded weary.

"To be clear then, it is my wish to remain with her throughout my natural life without creating any constraints that would outlive me. I wish to be part of her story. I accept that I will not be all of it. I would also like our commitment recognized by her friends and family." Cullen's voice had started steady but trailed to uncertainty. "The thought of her alone and unable to bond centuries from now gives me pause. Perhaps this is all a bad idea."

If Solas had any opinions or came to any conclusions about that, his face gave little away, but after a moment of quiet, he said, "You should strive to fully enjoy the time you've been given with her. Let the future care for itself."

"On the off chance that it is possible," Cullen broached the subject with hesitation. "If I wanted to avoid bonding permanently, what would I want to not do?"

Solas flushed to the tips of his ears. He was more red than Cullen imagined possible.

"I am sorry, Commander." Solas said embarrassed. "It is not something I can discuss. It is far too personal."

"I understand."

Solas cleared his throat and took a deep breath. "Well then, the course is set. Dalish hand-fasting is a minimalist affair that requires no witnesses but can include them. A ribbon of cloth or leather preferably of the finest material or of sentimental significance is wrapped around the hands of the couple and they pledge themselves to each other. I will write the words down for both you and her in a way that will help you to pronounce them. Shall I bring the appropriate cloth as well?"

"Yes, please. Would it be acceptable to have a Chantry blessing afterwards?" Cullen worried.

"I see no problem with that," Solas answered solemnly. Cullen was pleased he didn't object.

"Would you ask Mother Gisselle to join us in the garden as well then? If she refuses, ask Leilana, and gather anyone else you find appropriate. Her mother, of course. If we aren't there within the hour, assume her answer was no." he paused, looking less confident. "I might not be as persuasive as I think I am, and I will have put you through this distress without cause."

"Commander," Solas was reassuring. "I am happy for you both, and I appreciate that you wish to show her your culture's utmost care and respect. You have always shown this to her according to Cole. She will say yes."

The human nodded and strode to the door. Solas called to him just as he reached for the handle. "Cullen…"

The Commander turned, wordless. Solas was pinching the bridge of his nose and wincing.

"Just… no biting… As you are without mana, that should avoid the bulk of the catalyst."

Cullen nodded, "Understood."

* * *
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	5. How Long Will I Love You?
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* * *

><p>It took Cullen forever to find her. Everywhere he asked people told him that he had just missed her until he began to suspect he was being sent on a wild goose chase around the castle, as if someone was stalling for time. He finally caught up with her in the hallway just outside the garden door.<p>

Hope smiled brightly when she saw him. "There you are! I asked after you and people were oddly evasive. I was afraid you'd been hurt by the Crow and they were hiding it from me or something."

He slowed his steps as he walked toward her, enjoying the sight of her glowing face.

"_Mamae_ finally revealed that you were having a sex talk with _Papae. _She said you would meet me in the garden when you were done. So," she drawled. "How'd that go?"

"He only referenced the fact that he was a powerful and scary immortal two, maybe three, times."

She laughed reaching for the door.

"Wait…" he said with alarm, stepping ahead of her to put his arm up blocking her path. "You don't want to go out there, yet. Everyone is out there."

She looked at the door and back at him. "What do you mean?"

"You might as well know that one of my faults may be that I take control and order people around from time to time without letting them voice an opinion or have any input."

"First, this has been apparent in previous interactions and does not come as a surprise."

He rolled his eyes as he slipped his hand into hers threading their fingers together.

"Second, I don't understand. Your imperative nature has led to everyone being out there? In the garden? At night? I thought you were having the sex talk with _Papae_ and that meant we were going to be kissing in the garden. Is it time for that yet? You promised there would be kissing."

"Maker. Yes. The kissing. This is actually all about getting us to the kissing. I should have asked first, before I set things in motion." He was rubbing the back of his neck with his hands, embarrassed.

"So, we were going to be kissing in the garden, but other people are there now so we can't?"

"It should just be your parents and Mother Gisselle. You can still back out. I'll understand if you want to wait. I've told them if we don't show up within the hour that you said, 'No.'"

"I said, 'No' to what, exactly?"

"Marry me," he said. There was no question or gentleness to his voice. It was a command.

"I… Cullen… You… You want to marry me? You still haven't kissed me."

"But, I'm planning to just after the wedding," he leaned in to whisper in her ear. "In several key places." Her knees went instantly weak.

"But, what if I'm bad at it?"

He couldn't help laughing at her. "I'm confident that you will prove to be a quick learner."

She blushed and shivered starting to babble because she was suddenly even more nervous than she already had been. "You do realize you aren't asking this as a question. It would work in Elvhen because that's all about intent, but questions, in common, have an upward lift to their tone. It sounds like this, 'Marry me?' or 'Will you marry me, please?'"

She could feel the strength of his arms as they came around her, like he barely held his formidable power in check. He quickly backed her up against the old stone wall. The pulse of Skyhold thrummed when it came in contact with her mana like _Tarasyl'an Te'las_ itself wanted to be a part of the moment. His firm hands reached around lifting her off her feet to trap her between his hips and the stone. A jolt of surprise washed over her at the bold press of his hardness.

She was instantly breathless and whimpering, "Cullen…"

His eyes narrowed and he cleared his throat trying to speak with slow deliberation. "I'm going to try again, and if my tone is still wrong, I'd like you to pretend I got it right."

"Okay," she laughed still trying to steady her uneven breath.

He closed his eyes and took a couple of long breaths to clear his head. When he opened them he fixed his gaze on her, his eyes were dark and intent, "Marry me. Marry me, in the garden. Now." The "now" was punctuated with an involuntary flex of his hips that made her moan.

Cullen trembled. "Maker's breath, Hope, please don't make that noise again. Your parents are on the other side of this door and if you do that again, I'll come undone."

"Cullen…" her voice was breathless and wispy. "Yes. I will marry you."

The rush of desire played havoc with her balance and she clutched at his shirt to steady herself. He lifted her hand to his lips and brushed back and forth over her knuckles. The gentleness of his gesture gave her a rush of joy, and she felt the heavy tug of the bittersweet longing she'd felt for him as long as she could remember.

"Thank you, Kitten."

The courtyard was full of the people who loved her and they cheered when she came through the door. The stones of Skyhold glowed and hummed in the light of veil fires that had been lit around the perimeter. A larger brazier stood near the center next to the Gazebo. Pots of elfroot and embrium that had been tied with ribbon were moved around to create a pathway for an aisle.

"Oh my goodness," she exclaimed when she saw the decorations. "Who did all of this?"

She looked to Cullen who shook his head. "It wasn't me. I only told them all about it less than an hour ago."

Above them strands of velvet created the outline of a spired roof trailing out from a center point of the garden to the edges. Trickles of electricity ran back and forth along the cloth causing the bands to spark to life like fairy lights.

Wisps floated everywhere weaving in and about amid the guests. She found her parents and hugged them close. "Your _Papae_ did most of this," her mother said, looking around in wonder. "We didn't call the wisps. They seem to have just shown up on their own."

Cole was there to answer. "Eyes of Hope, Faith, and Compassion. Dance at your wedding. Sing with the stone. Bless the fade-born. _Ensenal. Ensenal. Ensenal_. May happy years find you and your _lethal'len_."

"Wisps are eyes?" Dorian asked. "Are they always eyes?"

"Of course," said Cole. "Except when they are noses, or ears. I was a tongue once when someone had one of the cold sweet things they sell in Val Royeaux."

"Well, that makes perfect sense," Dorian replied.

Ellana watched as her daughter and Cullen turned toward each other holding hands. She saw Solas' lips moving as they did when he worked a spell. He wrapped a long strip of deep, black wolfskin around the couple's wrists in a ceremonial fashion. She reached out toward him with her mana and saw the quirk of his smile. He didn't look up from his task, but she knew that he knew they were performing it together. She couldn't catch the words, but knew them to be Elvhen. When he was done he kissed their daughter's forehead before walking back to Ellana. He slipped his hand into hers and brought it to his mouth letting his lips brush back and forth over her knuckles.

Cullen gazed down at Hope smiling, and spoke haltingly reading from a paper that Mother Giselle held for him. He did his best to work his mouth around the unfamiliar words Solas had written for him. It was an endearing effort. "Lasan ara'lin sul soata. Lasan ara'sal, sule ha'lam'shiral." He breathed with relief when he made it through and then stronger with his faith's conviction added in common, "I swear unto the Maker and the Holy Andraste, to love this woman for all of the rest of my days, and beyond."

Hope tilted her head, smiling back at him. Her voice flowed over the Elvhen words her father had provided with a musical resonance that made the wisps dance. "Lasan ara'lin sul soata. Lasan ara'sal, sule ha'lam'shiral." She switched to common, "And for my dear Aunt Cass because she is over there dying to know what we just said, I give you myself to make one from two. I give you my soul, until the end of this journey."

Cassandra, standing on the other side of Ellana, shuffled her feet. "The child knows me too well."

A cheer went up from the crowd as Mother Giselle held up her hand to pronounce an Andrastian blessing. Hands still bound, their lips met in a long slow kiss savoring the taste of each other for a blissful eternity. The cheers from the crowd quickly gave way to hoots and hollers, and even more quickly degraded into ribald yet playful suggestions for Cullen from The Iron Bull and his Chargers.

Cullen pulled away just enough to find stormy grey eyes smiling in to his. He spoke against her lips in a whisper just for her. "My kitten does indeed taste of honey."

Ellana had stepped close to them while they kissed. She cleared her throat somewhat noisily reaching between the two as Cullen stepped back. She enjoyed the sight of the roses in her daughter's cheeks. These two would do well together, and she was finally getting to see a world that started to make sense. _If it weren't for the looming death and… no… I'm not thinking of that today. There will be time for that tomorrow._

The crowd quieted while she carefully unwrapped the ancient piece of wolf pelt. The silver fastenings in the silken fur made her wonder if it had once been the collar of a cloak. Once the new couple was unbound, Cullen turned resting his arm on Hope's shoulder and released a long theatrical breath before bowing to the crowd that began to cheer once more.

Solas stepped before them he reached for Hope resting his hands on either of her cheeks and brought her forehead to press against his. They both closed their eyes and the crowd quieted in respect. "_Ensenal, Ellas, Asha'lan_," he intoned.

There was a stutter of uncomfortable laughter as he next reached for Cullen. The commander responded awkwardly at first, but quickly figured out what was expected and followed through closing his eyes to press his forehead to Solas' forehead. "_Ensenal, Lethal'len, Esha'len."_

Ellana followed with a simple "Congratulations, Cullen, and Best Wishes, Hope," and gave them both a warm hug. The crowd went back to making noise and socializing.

"A word, Hope, if you don't mind," Solas took the wolf pelt from Ellana and offered it to his daughter. "I don't mean to steal your thunder, but would you do your parents the honor of wrapping the fur around our hands."

Ellana could not hide her surprise, "Solas? Really? I thought you didn't think this was necessary."

_It isn't necessary, but, If you don't mind, it is what I want. It has occurred to me that our human companions do not see our bond. They have become our lethal'len. I would have them know what we are to each other._

She felt no need for words as she lifted her hands to rest them in his. Their daughter wrapped the ancient wolf fur around their wrists as they gazed into each other's eyes.

"Hope would you translate for our _lethal'len_ as we say our vows?" Solas asked and Ellana understood then that they were not hand-fasting themselves to each other so much as to this group of people as clan.

Hope looked around. "Are they written down?" His daughter asked him.

_Your Mamae knows our vows, da'vhen'an_," her father responded in Elvhen, a smile crinkled the edges of eyes that were fixed on his partner. "_You need only translate_."

Hope held up her hand, and the crowd quieted.

Ellana allowed her mana to reach out entangling with her heart's, fitting against him as his missing puzzle piece. She saw the immediate effect as the tension in his shoulders relaxed, and his expression radiated peace and comfort. Solas and Ellana spoke together in unison, "_Lama, ara las mir lath. Ame lin'revas, Y jusul'anan na i'viren isalas._"

Hope repeated in common for the crowd, "From now on my purpose is to love you. Though I am free, I shall serve you in the ways you need."

Ellana spoke alone, "_Ma juveremas sael'prear or emma dil_."

"You shall have the first cut of my meat," their daughter translated.

Solas responded, "_Sael davathe or emma hyn_."

"The first sip of my wine," Hope looked down at her hand held by her new husband and imagined giving him the first sip of her wine.

Ellana's eyes brightened "_Sasha mar melin julahnan fra nydha_."

Hope blushed, covering her face briefly with her free hand. She stuttered slightly as she translated, "Only your name shall I cry during the night."

Solas tilted his head, brushing his lips across Ellana's brow, "_Sasha mar inan juithan fra dhea_."

"Only your eyes shall I see in the morning." There were a few sounds of "Aww" from the crowd.

"_Juame mar shalasha_," the Inquisitor said, her voice rising fiercely.

"I shall be your armor." Hope's tone mirrored the strength of her mother's.

"_La ane emma_," Solas responded, his tone a caress.

"As you are mine."

In unison they spoke once more together, "_Juleanathan i myathan na ove min'sal'shiral, i su uth'then'era._"

"I shall worship and praise you through this life, and into _uth'then'era_, the eternal waking dream." Hope finished.

While Ellana and Solas leaned together to kiss the Chargers and Bull wasted no time advancing to the 'bawdy suggestions for Solas' portion of the cheering.

"_Papae!_ The garden decorations were perfect. I can't believe you created a Spire from Arlathan for my wedding. I think I figured out how you did it, but I can't tell how are you maintaining it."

"Come, _da'Vhen'an_, I will show you."

Solas tucked her hand into the crook of his arm, drawing her away from Cullen as he led her around the garden. Speaking expressively with his hands he launched into a technical explanation of the spell he used. Ellana watched them go, her heart full to bursting.

The moment Hope stepped more than a foot away from him, Cullen looked, distressed and started scowling.

"Ferventis Brides!" Dorian exclaimed giving Ellana a hug. "You are both pretty as paintings."

Rumbling deep in his chest, Cullen turned his attention to the Spymaster and the Inquisitor. "Leilana, a word."

"You should see your face." Leilana responded. "Such a stormy look, Commander."

Her words seem to distract him for a moment and he made a fruitless effort to stop the scowl before returning to his original thought. "I want you to know that I will kill anyone that knocks on my door tomorrow."

Members of the inner circle standing nearby burst into laughter. "I shoulda put money on you saying that," Varric shook his head.

Ellana tried hard to stifle her giggles with her hands. She resorted to burying her face against Dorian's chest. Leilana responded trying to match the grave sincerity of his voice. "Yes, Commander. I will post warnings and redirect your messages. We did plan to leave a tray of food for you both tonight and twice tomorrow. Is that acceptable? If I warn the runners not to knock, could you possibly refrain from murder?"

"Food. Yes. That's a good idea. I will agree not murder anyone that brings food." His eyes went back to Hope who was across the courtyard from him now still speaking with her father and still far too far away from him for his comfort.

"You should get her back here over here, Ellana," Dorian offered. "before our besotted former Templar damages your new husband."

"Oh dear," Ellana was still trying very hard not to giggle at the Commander's distress, "We can't have this. Poor Cullen." She waved to catch her husband's attention and beckoned him back.

"Yes, _Vhen'an_?" Solas arrived with Hope's hand tucked in his arm.

"You two can talk shop tomorrow."

"Next week." Cullen stated as he extricated Hope's hand and pulled her against his side. "You two can talk shop next week."

Solas looked at his wife in confusion until understanding dawned, "Ah, eager young men, newly found love, I had forgotten the intensity of the feeling."

"Does this description not apply to you?" Ellana huffed. "Is our love not newly found? Are you no longer eager for me?"

"Oh, you'll be a long time paying for that one, Chuckles." Varric offered.

"And yet, I'm not afraid." Solas grinned as he gently brushed the backs of his fingers over his _falon'soata's_ cheek, letting one long finger drag surreptitiously against a secret sensitive spot on her ear. She leaned into him soft and pliable as his arms came around her.

"_Ar lath ma, Vhen'an. This has been a good day. I promise you will find me quite eager when we are alone ma'haurasha._"

Ellana blushed to the tips of her ears and buried her face against Solas' neck.

"That's it. It's time for me to learn Elvhen," Varric drawled.

"Oh Gawds… get a room for this elfy elfy business." Sera upended a bottle looking sad to find it was empty. "Just wants us all ta 'member… me and weirdo are the big damn heroes today. All this only 'appened on account of us not 'avin' impulse control."

The garden broke with laughter and people clapped Sera and Cole on the back. Without warning, Cullen swept Hope up into his arms. "Cullen!" Hope exclaimed. "What are you doing?"

"I've finished being polite." He stared down at her, eyes darkening as he felt her trembling response. "Say good night."

She laughed a little nervously letting her head fall against his chest, and smiled up at him. "_On Nydha_, everyone." She had enough time to wave before he carried her out the door The Iron Bull held open.

* * *

><p><strong>Notes:<strong>

**Italics indicate words are thoughts or are spoken in Elvhen.**

**The hand-fasting vows were adapted from both in game vows and the Dalish Marriage vows written by FenxShiral on Tumblr.**

**Da'vhen'an: My little heart, my little home.**  
><strong>Papae: Papa.<strong>  
><strong>Mamae: Mama.<strong>  
><strong>Falon'saota: Wife, Husband, Bondmate<strong>  
><strong>Tarasyl'an Te'las: The Place Where the Sky Was Held Back - Skyhold.<strong>  
><strong>Ensenal, Ellas, Asha'lan: Blessings, My Hope, My Daughter.<strong>  
><strong>Ensenal, Lethal'len, Esha'len: Blessings, My Clansman, My Son.<strong>  
><strong>Vhen'an: My heart, My Home.<strong>  
><strong>Ar Lath Ma: I love you.<strong>  
><strong>Ma'haurasha: My honey. A very sexual endearment.<strong>  
><strong>On Nydha: Good night.<strong>

**Once again, many thanks for the positive reviews, favs, and follows. I'm always open to private messages and prompts.**

**If you are keeping up chronologically, I intend a total of five chapters before the story diverges back to Chapter 32 of the main story.**

**Previous: In a Wide Sea of Eyes, Ones I Recognize - Wicked Grace in the Tavern**  
><strong>Previous: When Summer's in the Meadow - Conversation between Cullen x Hope<strong>  
><strong>Previous: As Long as Your Father Told You - Conversation between Solas and Cullen<strong>  
><strong>This One: How Long Will I Love You - Fluff and Ferventis Brides<strong>  
><strong>I'll be here in Sunshine or in Shadow <strong>


	6. In Sunshine or in Shadow - NSFW

_Mature Content - NSFW_

_Chronologically comes between Chapter 31 and Chapter 32 of Cast Me Gently Into Morning_

* * *

><p>She was still in his arms when he carried her over the threshold of his office making sure to lock all three entrances. Standing in the center of the room he looked around and then down at her.<p>

"You are frowning. What's wrong?" Hope asked.

"A rickety ladder lies between us and the bed," he scowled. "There is no way to make this romantic."

She laughed at him. "You know I can climb a ladder. Even a rickety one."

"I know," there was a faint whine to his voice, "but I have this intense, irrational fear that if I let go of you long enough for you to make that climb that I might stop breathing."

"I suppose you could throw me over your shoulder and haul me up like a sack of potatoes?" she suggested. "Is that the way you usually romance women here?"

"There has been no romance here."

"What about the red-head at the tavern? You seemed…" she blushed looking away.

"I wanted you to think that," he admitted. "Since we returned from Adamant, I haven't been able to figure out what to do with my feelings for you."

They stared at each other.

"You have feelings for me?"

"I just married you. Didn't I say? Maker. I'm a fool." He sat her down abruptly and framed her small face in his rough lion's paws. "I love you. You make me feel whole, and right now, I am trying very hard not to rip the clothes off of you and scare the hell out of you, but Maker's Breath, it's all I can think about doing." He teased his lips over hers then scowled at the ladder again. "I've always enjoyed potatoes." Before she realized his intent, he threw her over his shoulder and smacked her hard on the rump. She squealed and wriggled in protest while he carried her up the ladder.

The first thing he noticed at the top was that someone had been there. There was a new four poster bed with curtains that could be drawn around the edges. There were vases of flowers, fluffed pillows, dark chocolate candies, a tray of cheeses, several bottles of wine, and fresh linens. An assortment of candles, some burning and some ready for later, doted various surfaces around the loft. Hope's storage chest from her shared room in the keep was sitting at the foot of his bed, and a brass tub filled with fresh water and towels was set up over to one side.

"Andraste's Grace, she did all this and got the roof fixed in thirty minutes?" He looked up marveling at the glass skylight that now took the place of what used to be a large unthatched hole in the roof. "Your mother is a formidable woman."

Hope gave a short laugh. "She can marshal ten thousand troops to remote location without breaking a sweat. A honeymoon suite in thirty minutes or less, is child's play. You'll have to spin me around so I can see, though. The only view I have here is of your ass. Of course, it is a rather nice ass. I wonder if I'd get faster service on the kissing if I started pinching it." He could feel her reaching her hand down.

He laughed and let her slide down over him so that should could feel his entire body. Her feet touched the ground and she turned in his embrace to see the room. "Wow… This is our first home, Cullen." She could feel his hands trembling as they wrapped around her waist. One large hand splayed across her belly pressing her back against him, the other cupping her breast. She felt like she was melting into him.

She leaned her head back on his shoulder tilting her eyes up to see his face. "So it is," he said. He was no longer looking at the room.

A low fire snapped and crackled in the hearth below. The orange glow of the candles and shifting firelight cast the room in long shadows. Cullen nuzzled her neck and licked the sensitive edges of her ear as his hand slipped down to cup her sex through her robes. She couldn't stop the low moan that followed.

She could feel his lips moving against her ear as he spoke. "Would you rather I left you alone to change into nightclothes or stayed to help you take your clothes off?"

She looked up at him with wide eyes, blushing at the idea of being naked, "Is 'I don't know' an acceptable answer?"

"It is."

Her voice trembled as she spoke, "I'm nervous."

"Me too." He grinned. "Let's be nervous together."

His eyes were a rich warm golden-brown in the shadows and she couldn't get used to the new way they looked at her. She spun in his arms reaching up to unclasp his cloak letting her palms graze over his shoulders as she pushed it off of him to spill on the ground.

"You waited to kiss me until we were married, and then you only did it once," she complained.

"It was a strategic decision that I thought would keep me from damaging your clothing or bruising you."

She slipped her fingers around his neck and tugged his head down brushing her lips against his. "Cullen," she spoke against his lips, "I don't bruise easily."

He caught her in a deep probing kiss slipping his arm around her waist and bringing her hard against him. She felt the heat of his body and the whipcord strength of his arms as they tightened. His hardness pressed against her belly, and she gasped at the jolt of surprise it gave her. Her fingers marveled at his muscles as she felt them flex when picked her up and carried her to the bed.

His worry about her timidity dwindled with his growing need, he reached down to slip a knife from his boot. It was an effortless, fast move for a seasoned warrior. She felt a slight tug as he sliced the laces of her robes and pushed them off her shoulders. He moved his hand to protect her skin and another quick move sliced through the front of her breast band freeing their fullness. Knife and clothes disappeared and his hands were infinitely gentle as they moved on her now naked flesh.

His hands began wandering with deliberate slowness over every detail, savoring everything he found, mapping her reactions. She gave a small gasp as his hand found its way unerringly down to stroke upward along her bare thigh and dip beneath her smalls. She shifted skittishly beneath him, for all her bravado, still not accustomed to these new sensations. He soothed her whispering at her ear, "Shhh… my love. I've got you."

She fumbled with the laces of his shirt but found her fingers were trembling too much to be effective. "This seems a little uneven. Shouldn't we both be undressed?"

"You think?" he teased, but he slipped away from her to slip off his shirt. Her eyes went wide as her gaze roved over his chest, but she scrunched them closed as he took off his pants, still not ready to look. He chuckled as he slipped into the bed beside her and kissed her eyelids. "Are parts of me still scary, love?"

She squeaked, "A little, maybe" but when she opened her eyes to focus on his face she was smiling happily and not afraid.

He cradled one hand behind her head, tilting her for his kiss, while his other hand began to wander with deliberate slowness. He rubbed his calloused thumbs against her nipples until she moaned, then broke the kiss to drag the tantalizing warmth of his mouth over the peaks. A feverish heat stirred between her thighs as he cupped both breasts pressing them together to rub his chin and nose through the valley they created.

Her hands splayed over his chest trailing tentatively downward over his hips exploring the dip beneath his hipbone until her fingers brushed the hard velvet. He gasped and caught her wrists pulling them up next to her face where he held them together with one hand leaving his other free to roam.

"Not this time…" he said.

His fingers slipped down over her belly splaying there for a moment while his lips returned to kiss her deeply, toying his tongue with hers. His fingers feathered southward through her silky black down to explore the lush petals beneath. He pulled back to watch her as she trembled, eyes going wide staring up at him. His hand claimed her softness, touching her where no one else had. Dazed storm-grey eyes struggled to focus. His caresses grew bolder and more purposeful. He toyed with the delicate pearl in the center and she whimpered helplessly, her back arching with her intense response. He caught her breath in his kiss as the strange sensations his fingers evoked began to build, setting her senses on fire. She writhed against him unable to stop the cascading feeling as his fingers pushed her near the brink. "Your almost there," he whispered against her ear. "Come along my love," and he licked the edges of her ears until she cried out and washed over the edge. She moaned his name, pleading, and he caught the sound with a new kiss. His fingers continuing to stroke and push as her body clamped around him, and he savored her tremors until the she settled back to earth.

She cooed softly looking up at him and he grinned down at her before kissing her again. "Maker, you are so beautiful," he brushed his nose back and forth over hers as she seemed able to focus on him once more.

He pulled his hand up painting a circle of her own silky wetness around the edges of her nipples, dipping his head to lick the taste away. He nipped down her belly nuzzling his nose in her dark fur nibbling at the inside of her thigh.

He was on all fours now, above her in the bed. He kissed down her belly while his hands worked off her smalls. He moved between her thighs and let himself rest against her softness. When she gasped at the first contact, he pulled back at the sound and nuzzled his nose against her ear. His breathing was ragged sounding hoarse in her ear and she could feel the solid beat of his heart against her breasts.

He moved his knee between her thighs instead and she lifted herself up, riding against it instinctively. She felt his lips against her hair and heard her name whispered roughly. She nipped at his collarbone letting her fingers dig into his shoulders, suddenly unable to stop her small needy whimpers as she tilted up against him.

And then he was there, again, and there was a sliver of pain as he pressed in ever so slowly. He held her there waiting for her to adjust. She shuddered beneath him, eyes closing and arching her back pressing her breasts up toward his face.

He watched her steadily as he began to move with utmost care, slowly at first. The rosy peaks of her breasts teased by his smooth chest. He dipped his head to lave each nipple and taking each into his mouth in turn. His breath rasped near her ear whispering low husky words of his love and desire. Her intensifying hunger became an insatiable drive, pushing her to a kind of wildness until the first pulsing wave of joy washed over her and she began to writhe beneath him.

He stroked fully and pushed in holding steady, pressing hard within her waiting for the clenching spasms to fade.

"Open your eyes, love" he entreated, and her eyelids floated open. She met his gaze, dazed and glowing.

"Cullen," she said his voice like a prayer struggling against the ecstasy that made her want to close her eyes once more and arch her back to ride the next wave of pleasure. He smiled at her, gentle and sweet, full of love "Hi there."

A soft flex of his hips made her gasp arching against him again.

"I love you," he said when she managed to look at him again, and then he began to move, relentless, until a small cry broke from her lips. A blissful aura burst around her bathing her in pulsing waves of pleasure. He joined her as he felt her body squeeze tightly around him. Finally, they both drifted back to earth, lips meeting in warm drugging kisses.

She snuggled against her husband's side as her breathing slowed and idly caressed his chest. He let his hand trail down to the small of her back, tucking her against him. He brushed aside her tousled hair to kiss her tenderly on the forehead.

"Maker's Breath," he whispered against her temple. "I never thought to feel anything like this."

She smiled against his neck. "I love you."

Cullen woke up reaching for her but she wasn't there.

He sat up startled only to relax when he saw her sitting on the foot of the bed reading a hand written note.

"Are you okay? You look like you are crying." He was alarmed and moved quickly to wrap his arm around her and pull her back into the bed with him.

"I was looking for a robe, and I found a wedding gift from _Papae_ in my storage chest. It is a set of Elvhen Sentinel armor sized for me." She showed him the note that she found with it written in flowing Elvhen script.

"He has beautiful handwriting." Cullen noticed. "What does it say?"

She spoke the Elvhen words and then translated for him, "This is your birth-right, My Hope. Wear it with honor."

"I don't understand, kitten." Cullen looked at her with worry. "Why has this made you sad?"

"It hasn't. It did. I don't know. In the other timeline, he gave this armor to me the day before he died. I shouldn't say anything else. It isn't time for those things to be known. I know he isn't going to die tomorrow, but… I don't know. It just made me feel the loss for a moment."

Cullen ran his finger along her cheek wiping her tears away. "I understand."

She pulled his arms tighter around her as he spooned her. He touched his lips to the slope of her shoulder, and then he chuckled. "The tears and the restless wiggle of your hips are something of a mixed message, my love. Shall I just hold you for a while? Tell me what you want."

She stirred against him, whispering his name, "Cullen… I want Cullen."

His hand found her thigh and traveled up to her softness. He brushed aside her hair to kiss the nape of her neck. "Thank the Maker, I don't know if I really could have left you alone."

* * *

><p>Once again, many thanks for the positive reviews, favs, and follows. I'm always open to private messages and prompts.<p>

If you are keeping up chronologically, I intend a total of five chapters before the story diverges back to Chapter 32 of the main story.

Previous: In a Wide Sea of Eyes, Ones I Recognize - Wicked Grace in the Tavern / Cole makes an embarassing reveal.  
>Previous: When Summer's in the Meadow - Conversation between Cullen x Hope about feelings for each other.<br>Previous: As Long as Your Father Told You - Conversation between Solas and Cullen about Elvhen bonding  
>Previous: How Long Will I Love You - Fluff and Ferventis Brides (Hand fast ceremony of Cullen x Hope and Solas x Lavellan)<br>This One: I'll be here in Sunshine or in Shadow - NSFW Hope x Cullen Wedding Night


End file.
